iiEiEJEjeiEiBiEr 



The Htjiorie 

tyw. Come hithei‘,Frances. Tran, My Lord.’ 

Prin. How long lvaft thou to ferue,Frances? 

Iran, Forfootli, fiue y eeres, and as much as to. 
c Po, Frances. 

Fran. A non, anon hr. 

'Prin, Fiue ycere,berlady a long leafe for the clinking ofpew- 
ter; but Frances, dareft thou be fo vahant,as to play the coward 
with thy Indenture , and Ihew it a faire paire of hceles, and run 
from it? 

Fran. O Lord fir, ile be fworne vpon all the bookes in Eng- 
land, I could find in my heart, 

Poin. Frances, Tran. Anon fir. 

Prin, How old art thou,Frances ? 

Fran. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhall be, 
poin, Frances; 

Fran, Anon fir,prayyou ftay a little my Lord, 

Prin, Nay but harke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, t’ was a p eni worth , was't not; 

Fran , O Lord, I would it had bin two. 

Prin, I will giue thee for it, a thoufand pound,askc me when 
thou wilt, and thou flialc haue it, 

Poin, Frances, F ran. Anon, anon, 

1 Prin, Anon Frances,no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfdayj or indeed Frances when thou wilt. But 
Frances. f " -V 

F ran. My Lord, 

Prin , 'Wilt thou rob this leatherne Icrkin , criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke ftocking , Caddice garter , (mooth 
tongue, fpanifh pouch? 

Fran. O Lord fir, who doc you meane? 

Prin. Why, then your browne balfard isyouronely drinke? 
for looke you Frances, your white canuas doublet will fulley. 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fran, What fir? Poin. Frances. 

Prin. Away you rogue, doft thou not hcare them call. 
flere they both call him, the Drafter Hands amazed , not knofting 
fthichwar togoc • Enter Vintner. 

Vint, What, (land ft thou ftil, andhcavft fuch a calling? looke 
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to the ghefts within. My Lord, old fir Iolin with Jialfe a douzen 

more are at the doore, fhall I let them in? 

FW»,Let them alone awhile, and then open the Aoore:Peines, 

Poi. Anon,anon fir. Enter Paines. 

'Prince. Sirra,Falftalflfe and the reft ofthe thceues are at the 
doorc., fhall we be merry? 

Poi. As merry as Crickets, my lad,but harke ye,what cunning 
match haue you made with thisi'eft ofthe Drawer? come,what's 

C ,C pr/», * I am now of all humours, that haue (hewed themfelues 
humours fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What sadocke, 
Frances ? 

Fran. A non, anon fir, 

Prin. That euer this i'ellowe fhould haue fewer words then 
a Parrat,& yet the fonne of a wo man. His induftrie is vpftaires 
and downe ftaires,liis eloquence the parcel of a reckoning,! ani 
not yet of Percies minde, the Hotfpur oftheNorth,hethatkils 
me fomc fixe or feuen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft , wafhes 
iiis handes, and fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
wbrke, O my fweet Harry faies fhc! how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hce ) and aun-> 
fwers fome fourteene, an hour after a trifle, atriflle. I prethee 
call in Falftalfte,ileplay Percy, and that damndc brawne fiiall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. J\ino faies the drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Enter FalJlalffe. 

Hot, Welcome Iacke,where haft thou bene; 

Falf, A plague ofal cowards 1 fay, and a vengeance too, mar* 
ry and Amen: giue me a cup of iacke boy, E're I lead this life 
long, ile fow neat’nerftocks,and mend them, & foote them too, 
A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke.rogue,is there 
no veitue extant ? he drin\eth. 

Pm. Didfl: thou neuer fee Titan kifle a dilh of butter,pitiful 
hartedTitanthatmeltedattheiweettaleof the founts? ifthou 
didftjthen behold that compound. 

"" D 3 Falf, 
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